YOUNG MAN : It's all right. Will you be here ?
MABEL : Yes, we'll wait here till you come back.

BARCALDINE : Can't I-----

YOUNG MAN : No, it's all right.

MABEL : You are a dear. You don't mind ?

YOUNG MAN : 'Course I don't. Right-ho.

{Off he goes.
BARCALDINE : I say !
MABEL : Shut up ; let's sit down.
BARCALDINE : Shall we ? It's stopped raining.
MABEL : I wonder how long he'll be.
BARGALDINE : It's the further side, isn't it ?
MABEL : I don't care.

[They sit down.

BARCALDINE : Look here SI say 1
MABEL : Well ?
BARCALDINE : I don't know.
MABEL : Funny face.

BARCALDINE :   Look  here ;   I   think   you   are
perfectly ripping ; I do really.
MABEL : Do you ?

BARCALDINE : I  do.  I  think it's awfully nice
of you to talk to me.

MABEL : Oh, shut up ! (She says this softly.)
BARCALDINE : What ?

MABEL : I don't know. You've got a nice voice.
Oh, well-----

BARCALDINE : I say, we must meet. Can't we
meet here?

MABEL : I can meet you on Friday here.
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